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Abb. I Sir,aMifterie. 

Clo. Painting Sir, 1 haue heard fay, is a Miftene$and 
your Whores fir, being members of my occupation, v- 
fing painting, do prouc my Occupation, a Mifterieibut 
what Mifterie there fliould be in hanging, if I fhould 
be hang'd, I cannot imagine. 

Abh . Sir, it is a Miftcric, 

Clo. Proofe. 

*Abh. Euerie true mans apparrell fits your Thccfe. 

Clo. If it be too little for your thecfe,your true man 
thinkesitbigge enough. Ifjtbeetoo biggc for your 
Thecfe, your Thecfe thinkes it little enough s So cucrie 
true mans apparrell fits your Thecfe. 

Enter Prouoft. 

Pro. Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I willfcruehim :For idofindcyour Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then your Bawd: he doth 
oftner aske forgiuenefle* 

Pro. You firrah, prouicle your blocke and your Axe 
to morrow, foure a clocfce. 

Abb. Come on (Bawd) I will inftru&thee in my 
Trade : follow* , 

Clo. Idodefiretolcarnc fir: and I hope, if you haue 
occafion to vfe mc for your ownc cunvr, you Oiall findc 
mey'are. For truly fir, for your kindneffe, I owe you a 
good turne. Extt 

fro. Call hether Barmrdinc and CLutdio*. 
Th'one has my pitic ; not a iot the other. 
Being a Murthcrcr, though he weie my brother. 

Enter Claudio. 
Lookc, here's the Warrant (fUudte, for thy death/ 
Tts now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 
Thou muft be made immortal!. Where's Barvardine i 

Cla. As fall lock'd vp in flcepc,as guiitlcffe labour, 
When it lies ftarkely in the Trauellers bones, 
He will not wake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him ? 
Wcll,go,prcparc your felfe. But harke, what noife ? 
Hcauen giue your fpirits comfort : by, and by, 
1 hope it is lome pardon, or rcpreeuc 
For the moft gentle Qaudio. Welcome Father. 

Enter Duke. 

Dukf. The beft, and wholfomft fpirits of the night, 
Inuellop you, good Prouolhwho call'd hcere of late ? 
Pro^ None fincc the Curphew rung. 
Duke. Not 
Pro. No. 

Duke. They will then er't be long. 

Tro. What comfort is for Claudto ? 

Duke. There's fome in hope. 

Pro. It is a bitter Deputie. 

Duke. Not fo, not lb : his life is paralel'd 
Eueri with the fkciicandhoeofhis great luftice: 
He doth with holic abftinencc fubduc 
That in himfelfe, which he fpurres on his powrc 
To qualifie in others : were he meal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tirrannous, 
But this being fo, he's iuft. Now are they come, 
This is a gentle Prouoft, fildome when 
The fteelcd Gaoler is the friend of men: 
How now? what noife i That fpirits pofTeft with haft, 
That wounds th'vnfifting Poftcrne with thefe ftrokes. 

Pro. There he muft ftay vntil the Officer 
Arife to let him in : he is call'd vp. 

Luke. Haue you no countermand for (fUudio yet ? 
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But he muft die to morrow ? 
Pro. None Sir, none. 

E>»ke. As neere the dawning Prouoft, as h \$ 7 
You fhall hearc more ere Morning. 

Pro. Happely 
You fomething know : yet I belccuc there comes 
No countermand : no fuch example haue we: 
Befides, vponthe verie ficgeof Iufticc, 
Lord Angelohnh to thepublikc care 
Profeft thecontrarie. 

Enter a Meffenger.\ 

"Duke. This is his Lords man. 

Pro. And hcere comes Claudes pardon* 

Ttfejf My Lord hath fent you this note," 
And by mee this further charge; 
That you fwerue not from the fmalleft Article of it 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumftancc. 
Good morrow; for as I take it, it is almoft day. 

Pro. I fhall obey him. 

Duke. This is his Pardon purchase by fuch fin 
For which the Pardoner himfelfe is in : 
Hence hath offence hisquickcceleritie, 
When it is borne in high Authority. 
When Vice makes Mercic ; Mercie s fo extended, 
That for the faults louc, is th'offendcr friended. 
Now Sir, what newes ? 

Pro. I told you: 
Lord Angela (be-like) thinking me rcmifle 
In mine Office^ awakens mee 
With this vnwonted putting on, methinks ftrangely 
For he hath not vs'd it before. 

D*kj Pray you lets hearc* 
The Letter. 

Wbatfoeueryoumayheare to the contrary > let Claudiobccx- 

ecuted by foure of theclocki^and in the afternoone Bcrw- 

dine : For my better fatisfattion , let mee bane CUudioj 

bead fent me by fine. Let this be due ly per formed mha 

thought that more depends on it, then we muft yet deliuer. 

Thm faile not to doe your Office , as you will anfmre it at 

your per ill. 
What fay you to this Sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who i s to be execu- 
ted in cn'n.fternoonc? 

Pro. A Bohemian borne: But here nurftvp & bred, 
One that is a priloner nine yeercs old. 

Duke. How came ir, that the abfent« Duke had not 
cither dcliuer'd him to his libertie, or executed him t I 
haue heard i t was cuer his manner to do fo. 

Pro. His friends ttill wrought Repreeues for him: 
And indeed his faft till now in the goucrnmcnt of Lord 
Angelo, came not to an vndoubtfull proofe. 

Duke. It is now apparant ? 

Pro. Moft manifeft, and not denied by himfelfe. 

Duke. Hath he borne himfelfe penitently inprifon* 
How feemes he to be touch d ? 

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dread- 
fully, but as a drunken fleepe, carelefle, wreakle{Te,and 
fearelcffcofwhat'spaft, prefent, or to come : infenfible 
of mortality, and defperately mortall. 

Duke. He wants aduice. 

Pro.Hc wilhearenone:he hath* euermorehad the li- 
berty of the,prifon:giue him leaue to efcape hence, hec 
would not. Drunkc many times a day , if not many daics 
entirely drunke. We haue vcric oft awak'd him f as if to 
carrie him to execution, and fhew'd him a fesming war- 
rant for it, it hath not moued him at all. 
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~~<Duke. More of him anon : There i« written in your 
\ brow Prouoft, honcfty and conftancic;ifI rcadeit nor 
truly mv ancient skill beguiles mc : but in the boldncs 
of my cunning, I will lay my fclfein hazard: Claudio, 
whom hcercyou haue warrant to execute is no greater 
forfeit to the Law,then Angel* who hath fentcne d him. 
To make you vndcrftand this in a mamfefted efte<», I 
crauc but foure daiesrefpit: for the which, you arc to 
do rne both a prefent, and a dangerous courtcfie. 
Pro. Pray Sir,in what/ 
Duke. In the delaying death. 
Pro. Alacke,howmayIdoit rHauing thehourcli- 
mited,*and an expreffc command, vnder penajtie, to dc- 
liuerhis head in the view of Angelo ? I may make my 
cafe as Claudto's, to crofle this in the fmalleft. 

Duke. By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 
If my inftruaions may be your guide, 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head borne to Angelo. 

Pro. Ange/ohzth fcenc them both, 
And will difcouer the fauour. 

Duke. Oh, death's a great difgtiifer, and you may 
adde to it ; Shaue the head , and tic the beard, and fay ic 
was the defircofthe penitent to be fobar'de before his 
death : you know the courfc is common. If any thing 
fall to you vpon this, more then thankesaud good for- 
tune, by the Saint whom I profefle, I wiUplead againft 
ic with my life. 

Pro. Pardon me, good Father, it is againft my oath. 
Duke. Were you fworne to the Duke, or to the De- 
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putief 

fro. To him, and to his Subftitutes. 

Duke. You will thinkc you haue made no offence, if 
the Duke auouch the iufticc of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what likelihood is in th3t? 

Duke. Not a rcfcmblance, but a certainty ,• yet fince 
I fee you fearfull, that neiiher my coatc, integrity, nor 
perfwafion, can with cafe attempt you, I wil go further 
then I meant, toplucke all fcares out of you . Looke 
you Sir, hcere is the hand and Scale of the Duke : you 
know thetharra&er I doubt not, and the Signet is not 
ftrange to ycu? 

Pr*. lknen/v them both. 

Duke. The Contents of this, is thereturneof the 
Duke; you fhall anon ouer-readcit at your plcafurc; 
where you (hall finde within thefe two daies, he wil be 
hcere. This is a thing that Angelo knowes not , for hec 
this very day rccciues letters of ftrange tenor,perchancc 
of the Dukes death, perchance entering into fome Mo* 
riafterie, but by chance nothing of what is writ. Looke, 
thWblding Starre callcsvp the Shcpheard; put not 
your felfc into amazement, how thefe things fhould bej 
all difficulties arc but eafie when they arc koo wnc. Call 
your executioner, and off with Btrnardin.es head : I will 
giyc him a prefent flirifc , and aduife him for a better 
place. Yet you arc amaz/d, but this fhall abfolutcly re- 
folucyou : Comc away, it is almoft clccrc dawnc. Sxit. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter Clowne. 
CI*. I am as well acquainted hcere, as I was in our 
nouicof profeffion : one would thinkc it Were Miftris 


Ouer-dens ownc houfc, forhcerc be manic of her oldc 
Cuftomers. Firft, here's yong M r Rafh, hce'sinfora 
commoditic of browne paper, and oldc Ginger, nine 
fcorc and feucntecne pounds, of which hec made ffue 
Markcs readie money : marrie then, Ginger was not 
much in requeft, for the oldc Women were all dead. 
Then is the* c hecre one M r Caper, at the fuitc of Mafter 
Tbree-Ptle the Mercer, for fomc foure fuites of Peach- 
colour'd Satten, which now peaches him a beggar. 
Then hawe vre heere, yong and yong M r Deepe- 
vow y and M r Copper Jpurre y m^ M r Starue-Lackey the Ra- 
pier and dagger man, and yong Drop-hetre that kild lu- 
ftic Puddings and M 1 Forthl/gbt the Ti|tcr,and brauc M r 
Shootie the great Traueller, and wildc Halfe-Cannc that 
ftabb'd Pots,and I thinke fortie more^ll great doers in 
our Trade,and arcnow for the Lords fake. 

Enter Abhor fon. 
Abb. Sirrah, bring BarnarJinehcthcr. 
Clo. M r Barnardine, you muft rife and be hano'd, 
M r Barnardtne. 

Abh. Whathoa Barnardsne. 

Barnardine within. 
Bar. A pox o your throats: who makes^that noyfe 
there? What arc you? 

Clo. Your friends Sir,the Hangman : 
You muft befo good Sir to ri(c,and be put to death. 
Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am fleepie. 
isfbh. Tell him he muft awake, 
And that quickly toe. 

Clo: Pray Mafter Bamardw , awake till you arc 
ecutcd,and fleepe afterwards. 

Ah. Go in to him, and fetch him our. 
Clo. He is combing Sir,hc is comming : Ihcarchis 
Straw ruffle. 

Enter Barnardine. 

Abb. IstheAxcvpontheblockc,(irrah? 

Clo. VcriercadieSir. 

Bar. How novfAbhorfan} 
What's the newes with you ? 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would defire you to clap into yaur 
prayers : for looke you,thc Warrants come. 

Bar. You Rogue, I baue bin drinking all night, 
I am not fitted for'c. 0 

Clo. Oh,the better Sir; forhc that drinkcsall night, 
and k hanged betimes in the morning , may fleepe the 
founder alJ the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abh. Looke you Sir, heere comes your ghoftly Fa- 
ther : do we ieft rtbw thinke you ? 

"Duke. Sir^nducedbymy charitie, andhearine hpw 
haftily you are to depart, I am come to aduife you & , 
Comforp you,andpray with you. 

Bar. Friar,not I : I haue bin drinking hard all night, 
and I will haue more time to prepare race, or they fhall 
beat outmybrames with billets: I will notconfentto 
die this day, that's certaine. 

Wuke.Oh fir, you muft : and therefore I bcfccch you 
Lookc forward on the iournie you ftiall go. 

Bar. I fwearc I will not die to day for anic mans per- 
fwafion. r 

'Dnk** Buthcarcyou: 

Bar.Kot a word ; ifyou haue ani* thing to fay to me 
come to my Ward: for thence will not I to day. 

Exit 

PvterPremft. 
Vufee. Vnfit to liuc,or die :obgraoell heart, - 
— G 3 ' Aftcj . 


